Poetry and Politics
his own feelings in a situation which, while common to multi-
tudes, in this instance touches him more nearly than it can
touch any other man,
But think of passion and pain.
Those absolute dictators will enchain
The low, exile the princely parts:
They close a door between the closest hearts:
Their verdict stands in steel,
From whose blank rigour kings may not appeal.
When in love's airs we'd lie,
Like elms we leaned together with a sigh
And sighing severed, and no rest
Had till that wind was past:
Then drooped in a green sickness over the plain
Wanting our wind again.
Now pain will come for you,
Take you into a desert without dew,
Labouring through die unshadowed day
To blast the sharp scarps, open up a way
There for the future line.
But I shall wait at the railhead alone ..,
These poems explore a region which the poetry of the past has
ignored or merely glanced at, and although not without some
flaws, are full of beautiful insights and clean vigour.
There are passages here in which the contemporary imagery
is not only without social significance but so obtrusive as to
seem false:
To-day crowds quicken in a street,
The fish leaps in the flood:
Look there, gasometer rises,
And here bough swells to bud.
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